CHAPTER  ONE

MY BOYHOOD the names of Gomel and Mogilev were
familiar. They were near-by towns where the folk of Pogar had
relatives and business connections, where they went to visit
Kharkov was as familiar, and far more glamorous; it was to our
South Ukrainian town what Indianapolis is to the corn and hog
farmers of Indiana.

Pogar was a town'of no importance. It did not even break the
headlines when the Red Army came roaring back across the South
Ukraine, sweeping the Nazis once more out of Kharkov, battering
through at Smolensk. Even when Gomel and Mogilev enjoyed
their brief illumination in the news, little Pogar was only one of
the dozen or hundred "populated places" liberated in one day.

To me, looking back over the years and the miles, Pogar has its
own tender moment. It was, after all, the place where everything
began, including my life.

Pogar had a population of about five thousand souls, mostly
merchants and tradesmen serving the surrounding farms. Produce
merchants came to our district from all parts of Russia to buy
potatoes, onions, apples. Trade was brisk in flax and tobacco- From
our gentry's huge estates these products were shipped all over
Russia and even to the world beyond.

There were seven churches in Pogar, and our one synagogue. In
the center of the town was the small city park, donated by a rich
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